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Abraham-man: originally a Bedlam 
inmate let out to beg. 
Tom o' Bedlam: a mendicant who 
levies charity on the plea of insanity, 
-sham Abraham/ shamming insanity/ to 
feign sickness. Abram-man/ Tom o' 
Bedlam/ a nekked vagabond/ a begging 
impostor wearing party-coloured 
ribbons waving frantically a long stick 
with Day-Glo streamers/ a begging 
lunatic, who, for all the madness that 
went along, had but wit enough to 
steal as mayhem agushed. 



When I was a little boy 
I had but little wit, 
'Tis along time ago, 
And I have no more yet; 
Nor ever, ever shall, 
Until that I die, 
For the longer I live, 
The more fool am I. 



Unknown 



Beckoning strangers to join the host 
within the feast of fools' delight. Three 
lifts for Coventry to a Plymouth 
surprise, where last year's blue-speech 
suit this year compromise join the ride. 
White-mouthed children sip their pride, 
giggle at Piggy only to grasp at the 
flies. 

'Oh yes Brest, I've been there before.' 

Ate smegma. 

'Tres bien delicat,' I politely replied. 

Yes, this man has a certain amount of 
rude boy about him, no French fancy 
pants... give the boy a ride, eh ? Can 
tell likkle old me about squirming 
schoolgirls' frills. This man spilt his 
load right here on the floora. Lady No. 
1: 'The door's right open charmer.' 

Beach bum, tantrum, this hoodlum 
becomes a token; fresh flipped fish 
fondled flavourably. Kick in the eye 



(Damagan). Abraham to Bebraham - 
'Could you please pass me the 
Zebraham ?' A badly translated joke 
from Darmstadt. 

Slim beached whales, slim bleached 
whales await the sea. From England 
they sailed. Later I heard they wailed 
as they blistered in the sun, fried in 
their man-made oils. Has anybody 
seen my parasol ? 

And for whom, my dear Nathaniel, did 
you blister your hand, as the snakes 
entwined outside of you ? No wine, 
Nathaniel, no wine before you die, no 
wine. Puke on your prudity as it 
stands before you. Irishman No. 2: 'If 
your penis were to be made of candy, 
then the four-letter word would be 
SUCK.' Now, now, brown cow. 

Grasshoppers, civilised grass- 
sneakers, shade hunters, goofers. 'I 
don't mind him having five, but I wish 



he'd stop goofing at mine.' Fingering 
each and every other gimpfeck Jonah 
who chooses to blow his/her horn. 
Automobiles breed fridgidness. 
Prudence breeds rudeness. Oh dear, 
Victoria, you warped Nathaniel's Pont 
St Esprit. The moral: civilised sheep 
with six-packs. 



THERE GOES A REASON FOR LIVING. 
Lulla, lulla, lullaby. So soft, so slender. 
Was this one good woman's big come 
on ? Was I to fill this filly in some lust- 
thrust act ? I fumbled in my trouser 
pockets, making out I'd lost my lighter. 
She was wise, sure did know where 
her arse hung, didn't believe a word 
and bold as brass strolled over to me, 
hitched her skirt and told me to leave. 

I had a cock, and a cock loved me, 

And I fed my cock under a hollow 

tree, 

My cock cried - Cock, Cock, Coo! 

Everybody loves their cock, and I 

love my cock too! 

Trad. 



Locked inside the echo chamber of my 
head, and there is no comfort in killing 
the chicken to scare the monkey, 
MADNESS. 

Dornach, 16 August 1989 

Suggestion. Momma Lyon, throw your 
dirty daughters down the well - wash 
between those tired, worn legs and 
pray, pray. Taunt the users, abusers, 
quote their croaks, 'My Lord, it was the 
first and last.' 'Her tongue, like the 
serpent, poisoned my mind.' And such 
are the lies of the beast who harvested 
immoral thoughts for the grey man. 

Now ain't that little damn wench just 
dainty, ripened for the picking. Bless 
those cotton white socks and lap me 
up. Leckte mich ab. 

Ain't that just like a blue-arsed fly; 
grasping, grunting. 'I want you to stay.' 
Leeching, sucking, fucking oneself 



from behind just to stay in time. 
Tumble me over, tumble me push. 
Come on girl, lay me down lame. Again. 
As in, 'Who, me?' Slow, childlike. 

'But I've done nothing!' 

He reminded me of my long-lost 
self(ishness). 

'I'm so pleased to meet you, but I've 
nothing to say. I'm full of shit.' 

It has now been said that my 
pleasure is other people's buried 
treasure. 



Vanity Doors something and dreaming, 
eager to grab your pretty 



Squibs. Hey, whore, I'm Vanity Doors, 
show me some pity (clitty) so I can 
play on. Hee-haw on the see-saw (raw), 
paid twenty quid only to get sore. 



A moment shared, my thoughts 
declared, from birth to the nekked eye. 

...as per usual, I proclaim, like a girl 
with aborted thoughts, like a 
Brontosaurus, a lumbering obsolete, a 
Beatle bound North for Horsforth and I 
strapped to the cauliflower sky, 
goofing outwards. The road does 
funny things to a man. May, ma; hoe, 
her; by, bar; cow, car; blah, blah. That 
I weary of travel, in need of a month, 
(mouth) that will swallow like an old 
nippy my pride. Has anybody lost an 
Irishman ? 

Yesterday would have been a good 
day to die. A balding angel passed me 
by. Deliverance so to speak. Run boy, 
run boy, run boy, run. 



A balding angel 

Sat in the corner, 

Feeding off Ego pie; 

He put in his thumb, 

Got caught in the scum, 

Therefore retrieved by a plum. 



Drunk on the world. Know-nothing-is- 
nothing, high on words, burning 
anxiously, while in the presence of 
psilocybin. Florence Nightingales' 
jabbering 'bout God, sexuality, 
salvation, verging on idyllic 
justification, TRUTH, shouting 'fuff 
took fuck,' wow! Again burning, 
lunging, thrusting. Ha! To think this 
silly girl on the brink... burning. 

...and in this girl's mornin' (mourning) 
may I come out of the rain tiddly. Man- 
mana bharva mad bhakto Cluny. 



A Play for Voices 



Act One 



Handel's 'Messiah'. Recitative. 0.22 
('Then shall the eyes of the blind be 
open'd...') 

Tanny: [very softly] Without looking 

through the window you may see 
the ways to heaven. Two feet to 
two feet. Two feet to one foot. 
One foot to one foot. One foot to 
two feet. Yes, my dear Aldous, 
without going outside you may 
know the whole world. 

Aldous: Your mind, Tanny, races along 
until you are exhausted and 
miserable. 



Tanny: Miserable ? Miserable ? [pause] 



I know myself by what I have 
become. I have known loneliness 
by what became. I have known 
happiness by what became the 
enlightment. The void. The 
unborn. 



Aldous: 



Do not hold on to thoughts, slip 
the sheep under the pillow and 
sleep. 



Tanny: [yawning] Teach me to go to 
sleep. 



Aldous: 



Pitch thy weariness, [pause] 
Call upon the Lord. 



Tanny: 



[mocking, loudly] Praise ye the 
Lord. 



Aldous: 



Then shall Jesus in solemn 
manner conduct his ransomed 
saints into the everlasting 
happiness of heaven. 



Tanny: 



D for the Devils and their 
wicked seed among mankind. 
[He chuckles.] 



Voice: 



[in background] 
D for Desire. 
D for Debility. 
D for Decompose. 
D for Death. 
D for Decay. 
D for Deathly. 
D for Decadence. 



[silence] 



Act Two 



Tanny: 



If we say that we have no sin, 
we deceive ourselves. Aldous; 
hence we denounce the great 
deceiver, the sagacious man 
and the salaam. 



Aldous: 



Slighters, revilers, abusers and 
wishers have you come all this 
way for so very little ? Then 
shall you hencefourth remain in 
the congregation of the dead. 



Voice: 



[in background] 

Scatter my flesh in open fields, 

So I may rest in peace. 

For no man of ashes, 

No man of flowers, 

Do I wish to be. [pause] 

It's now time to pay my debt to 

nature, 

So let the land that reared me, 

Take me 

And feed. 



[silence] 



Tanny: 



Dying of diseased feet, Aldous 
restores him to life; renders 
poison harmless. The crooked 
kings do their business fair ? 
Et cetera. Et cetera. God is 



good. No more we doubt it. 
[slight pause] God is good. 



Aldous: 



Tanny: 



[angry] X detests every idol 
that robs him of his honour, or 
me of my enjoyment of him. 



In my 
Lord. 



distress I called upon the 



Aldous: 



[excited] Your cry did enter into 
his ears. 



Tanny: 



[excited] And he did hear my 
voice out of his Temple ? 



Aldous: 



Et cetera. Et cetera. 



Tanny: 



[mocking] All this for his 
nocturnal recreation. 



Aldous: 



[angry. Loudly] you mock ! He 
hath, with a piteous eye, looked 
upon our misery. 



Tanny: 



[very softly] Et cetera, [pause] 
Enjoyment drew near unto the 
thick darkness where 
Nathaniel, an angry man, 
forsees the miseries of the 
most strong. 



Voice: 



[in background] Exeunt. 
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Presuppose that Nathaniel, bearer of 
Hir wounds, dreamed his dream of a 
ladder. Hence Nathaniel ascended 
into the heavens. Only to find on his 
arrival a large blackboard with the 
following message scrawled on, in 
thumping-white capitals: 

IF EIGHT ELEVENS ARE EIGHTY-EIGHT 
THEN AN EIGHTH OF EIGHTY-EIGHT IS 
ELEVEN 

Whereupon the question arose - Was it 
for God's ease, to oversee that who 
without would question Hir impressive 
solitude ? Or wast thou simply trying 
to say 'a profound vintage virtue Ms 
Autumn Magdalene is ?' 



Dear Mr Earnest Criticus, 

My existence is communal in character, 
and without others I cannot exist. 
Therefore I fulfil my being precisely by 
existing, and not therefore by exiting. 
And you, Darm fur Gehirn ? 

Thistles spike the summer air; 

the crooked Kings do their business 

fare ? 

I'm so relaxed here I could shit, but as 
always there's a need; the air breathes 
upon us. Dull fooling lame-arse 
scribbler, preacher, I'd like to come in 
out of the cold. 

Preacher: Have you any manners ? 
V.D: Who threw in the spanner ? 

Preacher: What nonsense. 
V.D: But coincidence. 



Austically yours, 
Vanity Doors 

P.S. If you are confused by the 
aforementioned, don't be. Just forget 
it. Enjoy the world - that is only to say 
if you are not God-made, for if you are 
God-made you don't exist, so how can 
you enjoy the world ? 



Vers Libre for Four Hundred Travelers 

and More 



A girl at noon spread-eagled, wet and 
breathless on a stranger's crusty mat. 
I applied warm water to my aching 
balls, arched my back and yawned. I'd 
tu-tum-tus forgotten what it is that 
we're s'posed to say to a girl-love, flab- 
sacked with satisfaction, mind 
trembling like a big boneless jellyfish. 

I peck-kissed Faraona to let me alone, 
smoked a cigarette and prepared to 
take leave of the situation which we'd 
been sharing for the past six lovelock- 
beauty months. Pretty girls make 
graves and I ain't dying without, so I'll 
be crossing the tall cities to be with 
her again. 

Hyped with that undeniable itch for 
travelling I pack-sacked into rain and 



winter. There was a party to be had. 
Calvaneer Buchner's leaving do. So I 
jumped the Metro rattleshugtattleshug. 
Walked curse-worthy steps, breaking 
in my Daisy R's up Wellington Street. I 
bought a ticket. This was routine 
winter sketch to catch the Express for 
there'll be no... and certainly is no... 
hitchin' come the weather hard. No 
hip-kicking stones on roads ablaze 
with adolescent beat-itude and visions 
of Saint Jacky Duluoz. No non- 
payment transportation is gonna pick 
up a character whose appearance is 
half-masked and weather-stressed. 
Besides, only the freakies, or so we're 
suckered scared to believe, hitch on 
the roads these days and they're liable 
to chop your feckin' head off as soon 
as climb their dirty arse in the car. 

So who will this spokesperson acting 
on my behalf be that'll say in an 



authoritative manner, 'He's a safe pick- 
up - an exception?' Not that I am. I'm 
just as mad blowing that there horn of 
dilemma as the next one; though s/he's 
playing the triangle. 

Drizzle. 

The coach pulled into my dream. Was 
this then a touch ? 

Drizzirdzleelz. 

Taking a seat for the four-hour drive, I 
slept home, stirring only once to 
replace my erection. It is a fact of life 
that a majority of men think about sex 
when driving or riding passenger seat 
and that women often think about 
driving when having sex, simply 
because they're already riding 
passenger seat. Do you buy that ? 

Young girls walking hippity-hoppity on 
their high heels greeted me, even 
called me an arsehole suggesting to 
me that they were not. I looked 



homeward and saw no Angel. I began 
to walk, rendering myself to the 
overnight sounds- 
Two days later having left the 
laughter of a whole city, I stood 
liquored-up at the foot of the stairwell 
leading to Maw's. 

I was unable to tell Maw, due to the 
constant thud-thudding, where I had 
been staying for the previous days 
since my return, with whom I had been 
grouping and who ordered the veal 
cutlet. Yes, in somewhere places, I'd 
drunk innumerable black pints and 
therefore I was suffering as an 
uncarved Irishman, endless, unfolding, 
with no total recall of anythin' much. 
Yes, occasionally I bewilder even my 
own Hun. As a writer I feel and it's 
appropriate on this occasion that I can 
confidently address people who know 
what the word Hun means: Spirit. 



Take for example, one evening in 
November, when I said for the 
umpteenth time 'farewell' to my vision 
old. I was travellin' and not acting silly 
no more. Last night I buried this book. 
Amongst my belongings a pre-prepared 
Coach ticket for the northbound 
journey. The coach was to leave the 
bus station at approximately thirty 
wild eight, finally to arrive at the 
required destination at 12p.m. 

I boarded the coach, stated where I 
was going, sat down and planned to go 
to sleep, having no fear of missing my 
stop as it is the last one of many. 

The brakes frigged me to 
consciousness, snapping my poet-head 
laziness. I remember having dreamt a 
brief dream before awakening from 
slumber, a dear li'l innocent girl raising 
voice, adding tempo, saying, 'A finger- 
lickin' book Vanity and now I'm gonna 



die in my own footsie-steps. Ooka- 
dooka-dickery-doo.' The journey's end. 
Gooped I sat, eyeing the world, 
gathering my thoughts, seeking out my 
bearings, breathing big-bore woosh- 
push sighs. I played with my hands, 
my hands played with me the 
childhood game: here's the church and 
here's the steeple. Open the gates and 
let in all the people. There was nobody 
to the left or right occupying any of the 
seventy-eight fixed seats - the coach 
was empty all for the driver fillin' a log 
book of some sort, and myself. 

The driver asked if I'd any luggage in 
the boot compartment. He obliged in 
telling me the time - 1 a.m, contrary to 
the fact that I hadn't as yet asked and 
my main concern now lay in 
contending with where I was. 

The answer came from behind as I'd 
now turned around to face to peer out 



of a passenger window. All in all I 
s'pose I was lookin' to the darkness for 
comfort, only to find the darkness 
staring back like some fat squatting 
Buddha from Lhasa, with naked 
ancient eyes piercing my soul. Om 
mani padme hun. 

Maybe I knew the place, been here 
before like, or knew somebody who 
had flattered somebody and I just 
happened to have there address et 
cetera. Though that's not to say it's 
ever happened, it's never happened 
that way. 

The story should have been saying 
something like... I departed from the 
coach and resumed the journey on 
another cold seat. The problem 
seemed to be that no one person had 
told me, and I with no indication on the 
ticket I was now showing the driver 



who seemed only to be concerned in 
getting home to wifey dear. 

He decided to help poor li'l ole me. 
(Johnny Cash said this, but it isn't 
plagiarism it's truthism.) 

Some tut-tutting hours later after 
crazy-mile footage through arches and 
arches, I arrived at the bus depot all 
waif-and-stray like, high on hope, 
wearing my Mexicano poncho, hair 
loose as Shirley-quim-Temple ringlets. 
All urns and ample ers I explained my 
Gilbertian situation - how the driver 
had said that the late shift cleaners 
( whom I later watched cleaning 
windows as if it were some kind of 
penance) would oblige in giving me a 
sleeping space till morning winks. 

I raised my face only to be tabbed a 
hobo. Accepting a black coffee, I 
gulped, collected my duffel bag and 
left without further word. I'd arranged 



to meet the driver of last night's 
itinerary. Over coffee in a looks-to-me 
like a homeless hangout cafeteria, 
schoolgirls looked to me like thinking 
there another bum-kickster - me! 



I sat cross-legged, drinking rice wine 
on a blue mat in front of a German 
typewriter which has the keys Z and Y 
swapped about. This is, of course, due 
to the fact that German typists rarely 
use the letter Y when typing, which is 
obvious anyway. Ich fuhle wie dein 
Herz sich diesem weissen Abschaum 
zuneigt. (I can feel yer heart going out 
to this poor white trash.) 

But as I was saying what do you care 
if I sat for twenty or so minutes 
exploding m'self all over the page just 
so I could tell the wifey I'll have in 



years to come that I, kickster-poet- 
bum, Vanity Doors, wrote about visions, 
experiences and the like (whereas blue 
beniggerness me should have beena 
writin' 'bout ga-dam three muttering 
bhikkuing months bared yummy filled 
m' tummy lotus lunch, ripened prayer 
in sun-kiss. My sadness vanished on 
roads, blistered, desolate scented 
with sun. Blue-open sky spilled down 
on me wandering, wheezin' on my 
heels, trudging restless on this 
mantelpiece. I yakked lonesome 
Whitmania passages , graciously, like 
a babbling brook, heart beating faster, 
deep in the folds of Switzerland's 
Pennine Alps. Yodelayhee - Maria. A 
shout to the (be)wilderness. Me thinks 
that girl, rumples, was first luv. I had 
coo-coo tender age hard-on for her, 
though made juices, never tried). 



On Tuesday 2 nd September 1968, a 
man, whose name I don't know, walked 
down some street or other, wearing a 
T-shirt with the slogan, 'ISN'T SPUNK 
THE FOOD OF IMMORTALITY'. 



Vanity Doors proceeds to disregard 
manunkind's digestation, plaguing 
scrupulously the boundaries of 
redemption, jibing, 'I never ever found 
essence to my presence.' 

Meanwhile paranoia's inflammatory 
improvisation beckons the Balding 
Angel to deduce, watch the bard at 
play - let your swain spirit free. 

The Balding Angel's dogged mind, a 
brothel of backdatedness, exposes the 
gold path and brown grid gates - 
begotten - closed. 'Oh Mary, with 
whom I laid in the Acmonium Wood', 
embodied with crossed-tongue losses, 
'Take me and eat.' 

Woven wounds, red shoes, brand-held 
ironish temperaments, coloured and 
spiked hot. Ridiculed by their 
misconduct - shilly-shallied proudness 
- blue disregarded with the morning 
trash - four pack. 



...a cold hand relentlessly reaches 
into our intestines. 



Father Peccavi, 

Endeavoured (irrespective of a certain 
Balding Angel's heretic rights to go far 
beyond the snicker of the solace) to go 
in search of redemption. Hence, upon 
being cleansed, I will be able to further 
my lonesome pursuit following a 
yellow canary into the wounds of Earth, 



It had been a strained effort at 
politeness, myself in despair, the 
Balding Angel's thirty-year dogged old 
mind, brothel of backdatedness, 
carried fourth a young tough doing 
ingenious things to an old man now 
incapable of one last carouse. I felt 
almost propelled into saying, 'There! 
Another lapsing monkey.' Sadly I 
pulled on my words, 'There, there, my 
dear.' 

And had it not been for a gay, 
outlandish limb of the law by the name 
Triton, who was cumbered from 
thought by the problemsome fact of 
having recently lost his job in an 
established firm of solicitors for sexual 
misconduct during office hours, I 
believe my essence wouldn't have 
permitted me to be eating pizza, 
guzzling fizzy white, while listening to 
the takeover bid of a dying angel who, 



mentally much disturbed by his own 
life, now sat prophetically smoking 
liquorice handroles, absolved from the 
guilt of transcribing his fidgeting 
flicker, the life upon which he'd been 
biting his nails. 

A twenty-first century magician 
predestined by something big, whole, 
intolerable. Like an obscene Warhol 
amidst woven wounds, red shoes, 
brand-held ironish temperaments 
spiked hot, the Balding Angel's last 
film was in process, directed with the 
alert darting beady eyes of a thin man 
possessed, having spent his life behind 
bars with girlie pin-ups and more. 
Murmurs of insanity weighed heavy in 
the Angel's sight and come 3a.m. a 
general practitioner in a dumb waiter 
climbed out, cautiously walked soft- 
step over to the Director's seat and 
handed the Angel a certificate of 



madness. Self-condemnation was a 
primary sin, and was fast becoming his 
virtue. Why had this tarted-up 
bullfrog's mother kept pressing and 
poking, invoking paranoia past and 
present about being a good and 
respectable son ? Do adults have 
children just so they can sleep better 
in knowing that they have successfully 
employed their genomes and 
chromosomes into the next generation, 
along with their phobias and morals ? 

If only 'He', the cooing puny struggler, 
so now like the gargoylistic black 
angel's apterous flesh had not started 
flunking out of life at the age of 
twenty-something, whistling as he 
pissed in the company of j-smoking 
friends, whom he later killed under 
hash-blanket of an orange sun fading. 
His existence jeopardized due to the 
premise of his being an inventee of 



somebody's morbid-patterned head- 
load. 

Having suffered the wholeness of 
night, the mind bending. I asked of the 
Balding Angel, 'be kind, do not drown 
in self-pity', and, 'that his cure could 
and would be lifted'. After all, the 
Beast's was lifted by the Jackal 
laughing. Whyn't his ? He had grown a 
duck's foot with a Polish cartoon script 
stamped upon it. On looking, read 
something about a few older men 
waving sticks, shouting at first 
chaotically and then in unison at a 
little boy sought wrong by manunkind's 
race, his experiences gained from 
chasing a red balloon and being found 
wandering late at night with stolen 
road signs. 

The air, splintered by a white 
tremulous whirring sound, brought 
peace. And in what appeared to be 



hours of little faith amidst our 
maelstrom, may actually have been 
just a sheer moment of indecisive 
behavior, a mishmash of foolishness 
resonating inside my framework. I 
fumbled needlessly with a bracelet, 
enhanced by an exaggerated 
colourfulness of woven thread bound in 
leather. It had crossed palms as an 
unwrapped gift in some earlier season 
of the year from my sister Melissia. 

Within the surplus silence I was 
reluctantly drawn to my unsung 
thoughts and once there I succumbed, 
happily seeking solitude in the 
desolate angel sky I was now 
encountering. After a series of 
abstract thoughts and scurvy waves 
which I chose to underfeed, I began 
relating to the idea of myself casually 
sprawled aground, flippantly sipping 
unfizzed liquor for the devil's ticker. 



Soothing to the soul, quenching to the 
mind after a bashing of old-quart 
midday roast-heat in Lyon, where 
buxom blondes, skin clear as a plank 
of Madagascan mahogany, sparkling 
eyes glazed with belief of a trick being 
polite, handsome and fucksome. 

Each in their own Walden 
pond(erous) escape (?) world, Triton 
and the Angel clung faithfully to the 
powerful silence and applied 
themselves beautifully. Trying to 
conceal my hard-on I re-entered, 
chuckling, having teased the wildest of 
all my boyish dreams in backstreet 
pads that offered nothing, except 
which to sell some men hell-bent 
sodomised brutality cheaply. 



This poem is a loaf of bread 

Carried by a horse 

Riding a bicycle. 

Yes this poem is a loaf of bread 

Carried by a horse 

Riding a bicycle. 

This loaf, this horse, this bike, 
Are tangled in your hair 
Yes this loaf, this horse, this bike 
Are tangled in your hair. 

'Where is the horse?' 

- Look harder. 
'I see no horse !' 

- Look harder. 

- It's in the wind that bends the tree. 
Wes hal, wes hal 

This poem is a three-piece suit 
Worn by a horse 



Rolling a cigarette. 

Yes this poem is a three piece suit 

Worn by a horse 

Rolling a cigarette. 

'Where is the horse ?' 

- Look harder. 

'I see no horse.' 

- Look harder. 

- It is water under the bridge. 
Wes hal, wes hal. 

This poem is a mirror 

Held by a monkey 

Dreaming of a horse. 

Yes this poem is a mirror 

Held by a monkey 

Dreaming of a horse. 

The monkey, the horse, the mirror 

Are tangled in your hair. 

Yes the monkey, the horse, the mirror 

Are tangled in your hair. 



A Poorboy's Boreen 

Picture me, Nathaniel, if you will, 
stranded and empty-handed, the guest 
of young weather-faced Kazakh 
nomads who blend Turkic stock with 
Mongolian spirit, offering me 
fermented mare's milk which I downed 
in one grateful thanking of Allah, 
slainte... slainte, the first Irish tongue 
to stir the ghosts of the Jhelum River, 
which wasn't out of sight from where I 
was seated warming my nature by the 
central fire while admiring the soft, 
gleaming black leather boots these 
Kazakhs wore for their almighty treks 



when there were no horses to be 
stoled away on into my dreame... 

A bird kaw-called into the beautiful 
night sky as I lay puking away my last 
good years atop of Brinklow Castle. 
(Your job tonight, Nathaniel, is to clean 
sick out of poet's bearde.) 

Once agin, the city endured; sharing 
the evening's climax with the young 
come throwing out time. I left the bar, 
and it was a bar like many a bar, and 
tonight I need no-bar that would not 
serve me one last jar. I bid my ta-ta's. 
No girl'd clung on, and I to no girl. I 
wandered into the city's vast sprawl of 
glass and mean where the air 
splintered by horns and women 
weeping softly as their drunken men 
pissed and vomited in curry-house 
doorways. I passed silent lovers 
fucking on benches; come morrow this 
will be forgotten. 



There's a hygienic simpleness that 
remains in the English countryside. 
(The nibbling mouse is not asleep.) 
The earth here reaches out with friend 
hand, and like the sentimental old tart 
I am, I accept this wonderful gesture 
that'll brin' my drunken head to boil in 
the radiance of the Pukka Burra Saheb, 
who guides me the experience... 

Alright, now listen, Nathaniel, let's 
get serious. You gonna read into me, 
huh ? I'm tryna write you, right ? With 
sorrowful concern (writerish-worry). I 
traipsed ten black and blind country 
miles. Climbed over a sty - a styway 
to Brinklow Castle, jus' so we could be 
alone under the drifting light of Sirius... 

Feel yer anus rip into the millennium 
where you'll die and the writer's pen 
will fleece your fear of anal entry. 



With wings cut from a bird now 
stitched to my back I'm as decent a li'l 
boy as God ever made. The likes of 
your parents warned you against, 
Nathaniel. My face is glazed with the 
sound of sobbing Rollins saxophone. I 
want to write, spill words and worlds 
on to paper, scent it with the toil of 
mind drift, never caring. Truth is in 
your belly when you're hungry. Truth is 
a confession of character, and I want 
to write what I don't know, as I'm sure 
we're really meant to know nothing 
which may cause us distress. I suffer 
with cacoethes scribendi, but who will 
colour my writings, blacken my 
ravings ? 

Always women in my hair, but never 
in my arms. So I walked hay-foot- 
straw-foot back home - damp-eyed - a 
man without reason, unable to face my 
own conclusion. A dog came up to me 



and I said, 'Go away doggie,' and he 
did. I was crying for the world to exist 
where men stood alone - entered the 
house justified - the smell of cabbage 
and bacon supper on the boil. 

Uncle Padraic had once said that 
literature was all to do with what 
you've got between your legs and that 
post-feminist literature was only the 
brain burning instead of the brassiere. 
Though I think he respected women 
novelists who wrote romance. And 
one would often hear him say, 'Female 
escapism... Why not ? Men escape.' 
He'd argue that without complex ideas 
it was easy to be an empty-headed 
stylist, and that decorative scribblings 
belonged in gardens - gardens 
blooming with the smell of female. It 
had been Uncle padraic who had first 
suggested to me that my own writing 
should and never could be for women, 



sisters. Does this now make my 
saddening tear-swept eyes that 
nowadays so typify my making 
(waking) hours of ill-rhymed verse, the 
eyes of a sub-moronic pachydermatous 
andocrat ? 



A Prayer 



Eamon, 
I 
lay in 

midhappynight. 
like lazy fox atewell, 
downin' 

m'self to 

the 

moist earth. 
And I thought it earth, so 

I 

slepty 
warmly in 
quackducksquealindownsleepbag 
after 

pray in' 

for 
white nekked 
poet 



trash 
suffers 

Amen. 



God's Lap 



First night 



The orange sun fades, falls on the 
brink of night. The dark sploshes 
against my whiskeyfied body that I'd 
earlier in the year promised Maw I 
could well do without. But Maw never 
explained that her pure yearheartold 
son was born to be hurt. 

Second night 

Under the great glistening Milky Way, 
in God's pulchristude backyard tear, 
Stapelton. In the cosy warmth of my 
crusty lonesome, tod sloaness, 
sleepbag, my head on the writers' 
pillow - Earth. I listened to the 
crickets singing until fatigue lulled my 



drunken body to sleep. Tomorrow the 
shits. 

Third night, after a tableful of beer 

Aw... come now, m' little Griddling 
sommelier Stubbs... help me pen a li'l 
nighthought home t' Maw, sat in chair 
as she's now, a-worrying after me, the 
soundbox blaring, doggie Argus t' the 
right, asleep, occasionally kicking out 
his back paws into Maw's torn 
stockinged feet, musky in smell. 

Fourth (No dhia ! Feach ar na mbubai.) 
night 

Now she's a nice girl - she pulls her 
own knickers down. And her brow 
sure tastes sweet with the envy of the 
boy that'll let her leave Darrington. 



Southbound 

S(t)eptembering home in the rain. 
Bent to the very earth. My feet tender 
in my heeled-out socks, the cotton 
strands stitched into the dry blood and 
blisters. And I long for home. 
Somewhere that I could wash off the 
end-month of English summer. Alas, 
there is no home - no candle burning - 
only road and you. And you. I am 
impounded in the depth of your 
existence, but still I flinch before you. 



The Noise of Man Not Yet 
Drunk Enough to Jump into Hell 

Arrey, hateful horse ! Hateful horse 
bounding fearlessly across globules of 
red field. Doopa-wam-a-do-ba-soopa 
Tsunami. I canna tell the crazy tune 
her four hooves beat. I will pour 
horsey a long cool drink and scratch 
her wide back with a green-blade 
epitaph. Tsunami, pulling tower blocks 
from my eyes. Tsunami, 'tisn't that I'm 
a hardendrinker, 'tis rather that I like 
to tipple and then to topple with the 
black maximalistic burning of my 
insanity. 

Some day we will all go to Tibet, sit 
cross-legged on a mountain and smoke 
spiritual dust of our ancestor's earth- 
breath. Under a big rock, fix our 
broken bodies of clay, put our weak 
Jesus-backs straight as the opening 



Sadhus' gate, fold arms loosely, draw 
upon ancient Buddhas mad and 
grimacing in the Golden Valley, and 
focus. 

Float past the screaming cars fat 
men drive across disused collieries 
catching flies in their gaping, napping 
mouths, one zillion open-throttle miles 
of hard ground soiled with dead native 
miners, glass architecture higher than 
God, thin brooding houses with no 
bread on the table, empty. The little 
hands always falling foul of the big 
hands. Workwise and any otherwise 
offers bleak blanket of dusk 
enshrouding body of work-growth. 
Hence, I'm going north where people 
eat slop and own up to dim prospects, 
and with wit, eat at the social roots 
and with criticism lap at the stem of a 
pumping-system monstrous in its own 
bluntness. 



I find an oasis and lift gently the 
water with broken petals of skin; the 
traffic lights turn green. Uli tells me of 
her half-fat and bearable body drying 
up, that it could be dermatitis. I say 
it's love's bed-nerves springing the 
skin, she giggles, agrees. Next day Uli 
appears in a smoke-dream standing 
timorous as a maid on her wedding 
night in her cheap nylon nightie and 
again wanting my hardness - I the 
Lapland rascal sex guru protruding like 
an obscene monument, preparing 
Rudolph to be reindeered, regain my 
love purpose - pounce; high on fly 
agaric become the ill fit between UN's 
desire, try pleading to having 
extenuating earthly circumstances 
between hurtling breaths and lip 
vibrato, and not blaming her for the 
feelings drying out. I myself am scared 
of my huge Catholic poet-soul. 



Some people's feelings can not be 
treated; I am of such people. I am 
scared to go outside for there is a man 
in the hedgegrowth. Every time I 
smoke dope little autumn helicopters 
fall from the roof of my skull. UN's 
reflection is still in Astley jumping from 
a dead blackbird. She told me that I 
must marry Wealth and have many 
kinder. How many ? I don't want a 
child whose ideals fall on my status. 
Where can I sleep in this moment of 
tiredness, where you will not conquer 
my dreamscape ? April waves break 
on a romantic shore; my bed wet, I 
awake restless beyond skin-seeking 
pleasure, never again to be scared of 
what the next itinerary beckons; must. 
Nature is honest in oneness, and it can 
only be there that we prosper with a 
knowledge that no book can hum. The 
wood is vast, but should never be used 



as a source for our hiding. Secrets 
belong to dead men no longer hindered 
by their secrets, at rest from their 
wordly hindrance of keeping them. 
Bodies are buried, only to be upturned 
by our memories digging. Digging is a 
test. Faraona's father damned me for 
being uneducated. If a learned person 
has saved their mind from a greater 
ignorance, should it be that the man of 
no-letters be resigned to stay humble - 
an idjit ? Nothing will come of a book 
that puts one man before another. 

I had still to be bestowed with the 
perfection you deserved. I never fear 
my failings - nothing can follow the 
heartbreak of eternity; little Lamby- 
Jesus in the abyss. Magnificat anima 
mea Dominum. I am drying out with 
your anticipation of me, Lord, and I see 
only flesh drunk in every gutter. 
Faraona, namaste. I never missed my 



water, till the River had gone. I feel 
your breath throbbing in my clay 
temples, you are kicking at me from 
the inside, screaming in my dreams. 
There, I should be erasing you, pouring 
petroleum over my memory, reaching 
my body towards your flooded banks, 
the black shadow of bursting Passover, 
burning my existent head downwards 
in this hour of death that I rage pen- 
free against my own mechanics. 

Atop of Stinchcombe Hill we 
canoodled, hiding in the rain in a 
shelter erected in memory of Sir 
Stanley Willy-Nilly Tubbs. I am 
removed from all that has not 
happened between us and an empty 
bed-ghost, swooping and swirling, 
resting, dipping, getting nowhere. 
Many years ago I played stick with a 
mad dog that fought wild horses in 
Munster woods. The stick has broken. 



What is Me has concaved thrice. 
Situations dependant on time-lasting 
love and honoured by woman alone in 
the distant shadow of her man, never 
move on. Maw stands by my cross 
with tears washing down her face. 
Why did your father fear my failure ? I 
never sucked on glass-dick. He would 
not house my aspirations, dreams, 
therefore he knelt before a trickster 
god that gave its people refuge under 
an academic roof held high with bad 
books bound with devil flesh. 

I'm gonna darnwell jam m' likkle 
pounding heart fast in your salivating 
chute, watch as you regurgitate and 
remorse my anxieties; seven full and 
one half pint of weakness, liquefied 
potato potch for the devil's ticker. 
Perplexed with my phony repulsion, I 
let Faraona's love-mouth eat me thru 
the human comedy. The culmination 



of my sexual function lies in the act of 
giving one hundred per cent 
philoprogenitive zeal. Not to give 
would be painful and therefore an 
unnecessary defilement towards 
natures' constitution. Hence it 
seemed that 'my giving' had fitted into 
Nidria's life no better than cholera 
would have. She'd asked for the world 
to stop, dash and pause with a 
breathiness that would break rocks. I 
sent her meek soul bedding home. 
Maw said any girl willing to climb 
into bed with me already had one foot 
in the grave, as the only love I ever 
used was to twist under the heart. The 
diary closed over on yesterday, leaving 
Monday, March upon a 3a.m. shelf. It 
has often been the pen of the 
establishment asking what I did. I 
have always replied, 'When ?' Surely 
such a question can only fuel the 



antipathy derived at. I am not a man 
that'll willy-nilly speak with a burning 
rage or much beyond my normal 
capacity of speech, but it had been a 
summer of sun-svarga and green fields, 
crazy things said and half-truths meant 
- love and foreverness. Being told that 
my literature stunk of Faraona's fish 
dish. 

Thru the micro-dot-window I enter an 
emotional sea of freedom, the twilight 
world of entertainment. My drug- 
induced state exceeds all expectation. 
Telephone lines hum in the suburban 
street. A sleepy swagger-shadow 
rounds the corner. I watch as the man 
falls drunkenly into the street lamp. 
Having locked their souls in Victorian 
style bedsit wardrobes, mad nocturnal 
kicksters, twenty-first century 
magicians, mas pobre que cuerpo de 
Gitano, wooing the world, looking for 



their Dickington windfall, rushing with 
the street pantomime, pantocade, stop 
to pick up the laughing man, a long- 
time trashcanned pioneer with 
gonorrhea who had lost twenty brown 
pounds looking for Mount Ararat, and 
rush onwards to the Bushill Tower for 
further highs and douche 
embranglements. 

Half an hour away a young self- 
abused, high on Tanz, collapses, injury 
due to junking into a main artery. Pull 
your trigger. Shaking bookvaults from 
my hair, untraveled road-madness, 
little honesty-blurts, untied, not yet 
written, dread words that besure t' 
conjure devils to dance on my veins. 
My existence has been fished by the 
slow boat of experience. I have redeye 
watched as sea dragons kfheei in net- 
chain catch. Coral tears are placed 
between each hungry sailor's tooth 



and the Feast of Carving begins. The 
Captain, appalled by my insanity, 
suggests that I burn some woodlice, 
rub a little of the death-dust on to my 
bare chest, break green bud, absorb 
the sailing b-line, ssipple and ssopple 
before the hungry lions; meditate so 
that all good people eventually reach 
Heaven leaning on Buddha's 
understanding. Sure enough, I 
understood, and became in urgent 
fucking need of a junk fix. Understand 
that my madness had been prolonged 
by some good doctor's prescribed 
medicine. 

What of this depraved man-cap who 
kept dubious company, who claimed 
he talked to and smelled the Devil ? 
Where, I asked, were the rummies ? 
He wanted me to fulfill his warped 
sexual desires. He showed me 
pictures of sadomasochistic sex and 



boy bondage, saying that he thought 
you should never say to people that 
you can't love this person, this sex of 
person, and would his sexual 
preference for bum-Irish Catholic boys 
allow endless possibility for abuse and 
degradation on my small ass; that his 
prick support would ultimately provide 
happiness. The wallpaper absorbed all 
love gestures. I was sick with a 
blackness that clung like an ageing 
albatross. Is a spoonful of honey 
better than a barrel of vinegar, when 
your shadow weighs in in foreign fields 
ablaze with summer and white 
poppies ? I had witnessed a man slice 
another man's throat, I then placed an 
oyster in a cupped shell, supported it 
on a bed of sea salt, lowered my head 
and ate. Little Zacchaeus can sell his 
soul for vinegar ! 



Being on L.S.D made my brain react 
similar to those three weeks of my life 
after birth when my brain was more 
active than at any other time since. 
Acid surrealism was to be the 
unknown space behind the object. My 
reality became one great expansion on 
the Surrealists' theme. So I am, I must 
be forever, a splinter of memory. I can 
conclude that man shall roam and 
escape by trickery and lies. That, half- 
truths and mythology make up this 
mad man's bed. A cannibal is on the 
phone, he eats his own words. 



A firm believer in the gentle Christ, Fr 
Burg stood a good six and looked like 
he'd been schooled atop of Antrim. 
Maw said you could smell the salt boot 
education; as a young priest his 
trouser pockets had been sewn up to 
prevent masturbation and something 
about sleeping with a maggot under 
his foreskin. He had long given up on 
me becoming anything of the cloth. I 
could never quite grasp that fine spun 
cradle of angel hair. It wasn't that I's 
retarded, just ghettoized, tormented in 
body and mind by some unseen evil 
observer. Perhaps he could sense my 
blood phlegm black bile yellow bile 
boiling. Some mad fuckerupper I 
burgled the silence and punched 
Lamby-Jesus on the nose. Help me by 
prayer it is everything, likely. 



I chewed a quart Indian, gave Derkinda 
Mofhat papers and cigarette. An hour 
later, a wide-eyed grin, he stepped into 
the wardrobe. 



A Cold Shrug-off in a 
Midsummer's Night Trip 



A girl wet-kisses the nape of my 
collared neck, then asks me what I see. 
I reply that I am witnessing a many 
thousand party faces distort with their 
own effortless mangled monologue of 
introduction. She suggests that we 
leave, taking a couple of bottles 
apiece. I nod my agreement and follow 
her surety to the outside gate where 
she tells me her name, adding 
something quite incomprehensible 
about her grandfather's fondness of 
the English theatre. A car speeds into 
the midnight doing a crazy 120. 
Slowing, pulling into a screech beside 
us the window unwinds. I bend my 
body in to see the faces, chatter 
begins, and a spliff is passed from the 
window. The girl asks as to whether 



or not I'm coming. I mutter something, 
take one last drawl, open the car door, 
climb in, drive, leaving the girl to stand 
on screaming at me, a faint African b- 
line... already gone. Remembering 
something, something funny, a girl 
kissing my neck, a thousand faces 
distort under b-line; mangled as the dot 
peaks. 



Leeman's pockets were torn by the 
litter of essentials that he collected 
throughout the day, casually 
proceeding in backstreet cut and wash. 
He counted thrice the spoil. Leeman's 
pockets were torn by the litter of 
essentials that he collected 
throughout the day, casually 
proceeding in backstreet cut and wash, 
the occasional physical outburst, 
mostly slightly disturbed social 
behavior. 

Leeman's pockets contained 300 
whore money and point two. He was 
found dead approximately six hours 
after the initial blow to the head. 



I roll little warm balls of soft blue wax 
fingertips melt in the Freudian heat- 
flames 

indigo girls dancing cha-cha in 
midnight dirt 

shadow lovers embrace, punching salt 
in the bullfighter's ring-death. 
I pierce my skin, the match burns 
twice 

sprawling shadows choke the walls of 
the Spanish dancehall 
'Hey Gringo', a carted man ushers 
I stray 

Ten thousand villains kick me to death 
I will not return 

but please do not leave my body on 
some Columbian roadside 
having ripped at my teeth with claw 
hammers 

'Hey Gringo your teeth are rotten, 
heehaw'. 



Degeneratio 

Hashish block fired, crumbled. Dilated 
pupils dive, roll, swim in blackness, 
become a blind with countryside walks. 
A fat black fly twitches in Pontefract, 
floats in rippled sky. Inkblot eyes 
afraid oceans. Shaven-headed techno- 
sons sleep slushed in forty-four per 
cent hallucinogen. A small c. chaplin 
japes inside a wagon returned by way 
of Rif, green lizard soup is on boil. A 
hashish farmer hands me one ounce of 
freshly picked pollen-based sand 
dreams. He bows his head into the 
wood and coals till an orange flame 
appears, warming ill-formed shape 
sleeping chaos in its weary bones. 
Ruffled blonde and a spoonful of grit 
have wandered in their heritage. Indo- 
European beats and sub-bass have 
kicked the devil's tongue to the lions. 



The flower-frisco scene has travelled 
beyond desert. 



IN THE SEASHIT WE BOB, WASH, 
DROWN AND KILL. 



Chaouen 4a. m, high on brandy and kif, 
staggering up a backstreet to a 
waterfall. It was then that I first 
needed a gun. A knife was always 
going to be messy. 



Absorb the plant of our dust, our 
fathers' fathers. Burn self-green 
sufficiency. 



We built an ark on a few 
philoprogenitive loveyears and prayer. 
I then furthered to plough 
hallucinogenic shroom amounts into 
my honourable mouth. I walked many 
hours of fallen landslide, fighting 
demons sought on rule of my structure 
and it was morning when I came to a 
clearing where I could cry your 
meretricious waking. And we kept the 
blues to remind us of the sea blue deep. 



NOTHING, LIKE SOMETHING, 
HAPPENS ANYWHERE BETWEEN MY 
BURNING HEAVEN. 



Stuttering eyes-o'-grey. Base wagging 
isolation hyper type, simply for type- 
wagging continued wracketywrakking 
posey of the winterheart and yard. An 
Ethnomite Pux mix warps and builds. I 
prepare a skinwrap and line chaser. 
Take a big pull from the Bulgarian, 
swallow; snort, rush; crash, bang. 
Begin churning this moment that I 
must grasp or lose everything that has 
brought me here naked against this 
small blue hour of twisted hell. 



I am no longer a man 

Sitting by a fire 

Crashing orange-flame cymbols 



My carinosa goonda swamp-devil 
breathes, swills brain juice, twists in 
purplestardot leaning-Buddha doorway. 
The loneliness of evil is as equal to the 
loneliness of good. A baby hears 
ninety-five decibels with every beat of 
the mother's heart. I vomit dead men's 
thoughts. Adjustment is always alien; 
the beginning, blackliquid barthead 
californiacnblot a destination. Om 
mani Freddy. A doorway to another 
fatmicrostrawberrysimpson 
sunchristrise, continued essay of the 
dimension. 



Bread-words, Nathaniel ! Bread-words 
pause, hurt; scab, stop; stifle a man at 
finish. Hash for cash somewhere in 
Marrakech. Nearly had a scuffle over a 
pair of sandals that I was never gonna 
wear. Those steps are echoing and 
whoring elsewhere. Bread-words 
pause, hurt; scab, stop. From an early 
age I learnt never to trust a being that 
wants anything I only can give. I 
always feel nauseated by that very 
knowing. It remains in the eyes. You 
can bang out some street nigger that's 
played chess a while in lock-up but ya 
canna wakka hellfire nigger with the 
gun. And every time he gonna know 
jus' that. Bread-words pause, hurt; 
scab, stop. Doors red smack scurvy 
open-word-entry ten years behind. 
Skin needed something unproverbial. 
And the poor shall rise from their 



ghettoed Heaven, and there will be fire 
and destruction. 



Skin, morning head; an eclosion, 
fucked with numeric intensity, 
dreaming bad-eye kaleidoscopic colour, 
earthly textures, a distorted manic 
ejaculation of rhythm ploughs. 
Machinery arches, rushes. Clashing 
shadows scream in black Passover of 
disorientation. I have done much 
wrong and will continue. I have done 
much right and will continue. 



Depende de los guapo hombres. How 
big a wood in another man's lean. 
Preference, unthinkables. Doing things 
because the urge is strong. 

Bhai Brown, I hear Oswald Spengler 
in his earthbound box. Words climb, 
cling, like cats claw to life-tree. 

Has anybody seen the Muffin Man ? 

In the middle of the room. Naked. 
Hungry. Unassailable and leather- 
bound. Awash with chemicals. Free 
from any form of bookishness. 

Clashingskindreams. 

Clashingskindreams. 

Bhai Brown, by t'morrow in case you 
don't see this till t'morrow you will 
have had the experience, missed the 
meaning. Moved on to love other 
people. 

Bhai Brown, you became nothing 
more than a sad individual telling lies. 

Has anybody seen the Muffin Man ? 



Je ne recontre pas ne person 



